witn amusement at me setting up or nvai basilicas and bishops, listened with interest to the loud public discussions of the morals of each other's clergy, and lent a friendly hand in the sanguinary encounters with which arguments were very frequently enforced. And the root of all this unusual excitement was—as far as the pagan could gather from the ballads which they flung at each other across the forum—not even a question of deities, but merely a dispute whether the lustral water blessed by the bishops of one faction was more efficacious than that of their rivals.1
Such was the world into which Augustine was admitted on the i3th of November, 354. A few years before his birth Thagaste had seen the defeat of the local schismatics and the triumph of the orthodox party. A few strokes of the imperial whip had opened minds which had been inaccessible to argument or grace for some thirty-five years. Yet the Christian community was poor and inconsiderable. Augustine's mother,
1 The Donatist schism, of which I give here the pagan impression, will be explained at a later stage.etimes.    A bishop might be no more than a village pastor, as will appear afterwards.villages, no doubt, life was hard enough. The villager yoked his wife and army, into the service of the palace, into the lands of the
